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CHARIVARIA. 


Ir is rumoured that all difficulties 
that stood in the way of the formation 
of a Soap Trust have now been sur- 

mounted. 





* * 


| It seems incredible, but it is stated 
on reliable authority, that the gifted 
gentlemen who write the first four 
lines of the Limericks for the compe- 
titions in our weekly journals often 
| get less for their work than the writer 


of the last line. 
| o9 


scholars. But has not the Committee 
itself shown symptoms of short-sight- 
edness on certain questions of patriot- 
ism? Would it kindly remove the 
beam from its own eye? 

* * 


* 

An additional High Court judge is 
to be appointed, and it is said that 
there is scarcely a barrister who has 
ever made a joke, no matter how 
feeble, whose claims are not being 
brought to the notice of the Lorp 
CHANCELLOR. 





| her subscriptions to charitable insti- 
| tutions. We feel sure that it only re- 
quires a few similar examples of the 
reasonableness of its devotees for the 
cause of Women’s Suffrage to convert 
all its opponents. 

* * 





A public debate has been held at 
| Hattiesburg, Mississippi, on the sub- 
ject “‘Is there a Hell,’’ and the 
judges were unable to come to any de- 
cision. The reputation of Chicago is 
evidently not what it was. 





To be unprepared for 
war is bad. On the other 
hand, to be too ready is 
also undesirable; and we 
are glad to hear that the 
‘use of ball cartridges at 
sham fights has been dis- 
| countenanced. 

*,° 

The recent plucky at- 
tempts to swim the Chan- 
nel prove that there are 
still plenty of Heroes, but 
that Leanders are scarce. 
| >" 

The Home Fleet having 
been compared unfavour- 
‘ably with our other fleets, 
two destroyers belonging 
|to the Nore Division had 
|a capital little collision in 
the Channel, the same as 
their alleged superiors. 

" 

The Colonies are so 
often accused of treating 
our Navy meanly that it is 
only fair to draw attention 
|to the fact that the bottle 
of wine with which the | 
| Bellerophon was chris- | 





lied by the Australian 


I 
tened was specially sup-| (ii 
I 
( 


sovernment. 
* * 


| 
| Meanwhile we are de- 
| lighted to hear that the 


cent vessel, and contains 
several improvements on 
the Dreadnought, which, it will be 
remembered, was perfect. 

* * 





* 

_According to Mr. Jane’s Fighting 
Ships there are now no fewer than 
36 Dreadnoughts either building or 
projected, and there would seem to be 
little doubt that the day is not far 
distant when the sea will have to be 
enlarged. 


** 
The Edueation “Committee of the 
London County Council is now paying 
special attention to its short-sighted 





oew warship is a magnifi- | 47 THIS TIME oF NIGHT? — , , 
Ruffian. “To TELL Yer THE Troor, Guv'xor, I’m A-LOOKIN’ FoR THIS 
*erE Comet!” 
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Householder. “ Now THEN, WHAT THE DICKENS ARE YOU DOING HERE 


” 


One grievance leads to another. 
The Criminal Classes are now asking 
indignantly why they are not repre- 
sented on the Bench. They point 
out that it is impossible for them to 
get justice in the present state of 
affairs, and Sir Henry CAmMPBELL- 
BANNERMAN is to be asked to receive 4 
| deputation. 
+7 
| Lady Harserton is alleged to have 
stated that until votes are given to 
women she will give nothing away in 
charity, and to have withdrawn all 


Sub) 


| ** 
It is indeed an ill, wind 
that blows no one any 
_good. We hear that the 
abnormal amount of rain 
which has fallen this year 
has given the keenest 
satisfaction to the Up- 
and-down girls and "Twee- 
nies of Great Britain. It 
seems that when it rains 
there are fewer steps to 
clean. 
** 
* 

“Another Football 
Split,’ announces a con- 
temporary. Shoddy work- 
manship would appear to 
be becoming the rule rather 
than the exception now- 
adays. 


* * 
* 


People are still talking 
about the recent regret- 
table incident at Lord’s, 
|when certain angry spec- 
tators did their best to de- 
istroy the pitch. Some of 
‘the guilty persons are of 
i the opinion that they do 

XY | not merit the harsh things 
said of them. It is well, 
however, that they should 
be reminded that those who 
touch pitch shall be defiled 
therewith. 


| 
| 


»\, ~ 
Sie 
A. | 


*,° 

The gentleman who dis- 
courses on Cycling in The 
Daily Chronicle describes 
himself as ‘‘A_ motor- 
cyclist of six years standing.’’ We 
should have thought that the advice 
of one who had succeeded in making 
his machine move would have been 
more valuable. 

** 

Several angry letters are being sent 
to the Press by persons who have 
been accustomed to spend their holi- 
days in the Gobi Desert in order to 
escape from motor-cars, protesting 
against Prince Borcuese’s statement 
that the roads in that district are 
really not half bad. 
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[Thoughts of an ex-M.P., who derives a sinister satisfaction from 
picturing the House of Commons at work during the greater part of 
August. | 

Yes, you are sorry for yourselves, I know. 

Here 's August come and holiday in the air, 

And everybody off to take a blow 

Somewhere-on-sea or Somewhere-else-sur-mer, 

And you must linger, grinding through the mill 

How many a stuffy Bill! 


The sitting grouse shall still sit on and yawn 
Unscathed by you; and, cheated of his fun, 
The coney scarce shall sip the dews of dawn, 
Yearning to hear again your friendly gun; 
And in his loch the listening trout shall lack 
Your fly's resounding smack. 


Ostend will miss you: in her crowded brine 
You must defer, I fear, your annual dip; 
Not yet may you go puffing up the Rhine 
And cock your ear at Lorelei's “* Pip-pip! "2 
Nor by the waves of Solent drink carouse 
Mixed with the cream of Cowes. 


This is the penalty that Greatness pays; 

The sacrifice (you think) your country asks 

Of its Elect—to live laborious days 

While it (the country) goes elsewhere and basks. 
I thought so, too—before the general rout 

That chucked us others out. 


But I was wrong. You ‘re just a pack of boys 

(Not full-grown martyrs) who, when play-time comes, 
Having abused the hours in idle noise, 

Have got to stay behind and do their sums; 

The world outside won't worry, either way, 

Whether you go or stay. 


Yet, though the country, through your half-year’s flight, 
Contrives to stagger on without your aid, 
You serve a sort of purpose, sitting tight 
Over your toil at eighty in the shade, 
Because my joy, you being thus depressed, 
Acquires a keener zest. 


This cheering thought shall speed me on my cruise 
North to the forest, bare of shady shaws, 
Where roams the red, red deer; and I shall muse :— 
**T eare not much who makes the nation’s laws, 
Provided I may help (here 's death to stags!) 
To make her sporting bags.’* O. 58. 





“Wulstan: When you call at a house and find the lady at home, 
[the servant asks your name either in the hall or outside the drawing- 
room door, and you give it as ‘Mrs. Jones’ or ‘ Miss Jones,’ whichever 
the case may be. The maid then calls out your name as she holds the 
drawing-room door open. The correct pronunciation of Mahomet is 
Mahémét, and of Pepys, eps.” —Girl’s Own Paper. 


But surely, even in such cases as the last two, you 
don't have to spell your name to the maid-servant. 





News by headlines is certainly one of the features of 
modern journalism, but there is a right and a wrong 
way of doing it. The Hastings Argus has, in our 
opinion, chosen the wrong way :— 

“NEW DEAN OF SALISBURY. 


SPORTSMEN | HAVE KNOWN. 


Every year in the early spring, when the young 
gentlemen from Oxford and Cambridge appear at 
Putney in their racing boats, the gentlemen of the Press 
who are to chronicle their deeds sally forth on launches 
with pencils duly pointed and note-books prepared, and 
the conflict begins. 1 speak of it as a conflict, for some 
such word as that must be used to describe what actually 
takes place. You might think in your innocence that 
the undergraduate would be pleased to find his swing, 
his beginning and his finish held up to the admiration 
of the reading millions who from Land's End to John o’ 
Groat’s House award fame. Secretly, perhaps, he does 
feel this pleasure, but tradition ordains that he should 
carefully dissemble it. If you may believe him, he looks 
upon the reporter of his exploits with an aversion 
superior even to that which he reserves for the dons who 
gate him and the duns who pester him unseasonably for 
the payment of bills. Dons may be mollified and duns 
may, by the employment of simple strategies, be 
avoided or deferred—but the eye of the reporter is 
always on him between Putney and Mortlake, and, for 
the matter of that, between Henley Bridge and Hamble- 
don Lock at a later period of the year. If you want to 
know what the much-blued youths really think, observe 
them as they read their papers on any training morn- 
ing. They are sitting about their room after breakfast 
in various attitudes indicative of healthy repletion, and 
each one is absorbed in a paper. 

Stroke (indignantly, to himself and the world). Well, 
I 'm—— (anger chokes him, and he continues to read). 
This takes the bun. What awful rot! 

No. 7 (laughing loudly, but uneasily). Ha, ha! Ho, 

ho! This is the limit! 

Coach. What’s up? 

No. 7. Only the usual rubbish. (He reads.) ‘‘ Quicken- 
ing to 38 they held the scratch crew for a few moments, 
only to fall behind again, when the Metropolitans an- 
swered the challenge. Do what they would they could 
make no impression on the leaders and passed the ‘Ship’ 
a length to the bad. Various reasons may be assigned for 
the disappointing nature of this trial, but the fact 
remains that it is not calculated to inspire the supporters 
of the less pronounced shade of blue with any particular 
confidence. The time was given from the Coach 3 
launch as 21 mins. 10 secs., but we ourselves made it 
ten seconds more.”’ 

All (in chorus). Well, I ’m—— 

(A Pause.) 

Cox (suddenly bounding into the air like an animal 
that has received a hurt). Oh, oh, oh! (He tears the 
paper to fragments and stamps it wildly under-foo!). 
There—I ‘m better now! (He subsides moodily into a 
seat.) 

Bow. What have they been saying about you, Cox? 

Coz. Only the old trash about losing two lengths by 
steering through Hammersmith. 

Bow. Well, you did go a bit wide, you know. 

Coz. I did exactly what 1’d been told to do. But 
there ’s a shocking bit about you. (He searches amongst 
the torn fragments and finally selects one.) Listen to 
this :—‘‘ At this point Bow and No. 2 had evidently had 
enough. They hung out signals of distress which did 
not escape the vigilant eyes of Mr. Muttiesury. It 's 
possible that——’’ I can’t find the rest of it, but it 
hints that a change may be advisable. 

Bow. These chaps oughtn’t to be allowed to live. 





haven yesterday morning for Gibraltar.” 





“The cruisers Drake, Antrim, and Black Prince sailed from Bere- 


Such is the spirit in which our Agamemnons of the 
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.. Me. BIRRELL. 


| (Mr. Birrete is suspected of having been “ captured" by a party among whose camp-followers are some that are addicted to “ cattle-driving.”] 
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The Captive 


CAPTURED! 
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FORCE OF HABIT. 


Tube Lift Attendant (to solitary female, with customary fierceness). “No sMoKING IN THE LIFT! STAND CLEAR OF THE GATES!” 








oar accept the efforts of the vates sacer who makes them 
lorious. Obviously the bard is doing his best. He 
ought not to be shot for carrying out faithfully the 
instructions of his editor and supplying his daily 
umn of descriptive matter; but the undiscriminating 
mind of the oarsman rejects him, and even goes so far 
; to look with suspicion on the articles of those older| 
oars who add to their income by criticising the skill of| 
From this unreasoning attitude of| 
execration one gentleman only, so far as I can 
remember, was eventually omitted. This was the late} 
Mr. Ep. Prummer, of The Sporting Life. There was not 
much of Mr. PLUMMER. Generously measured, he 
may have stood sixty inches in his socks, but he was | 
round and of somewhat ample girth for his height. No} 
more cheerful and active little man ever plied a pencil 
on the Putney tow-path. Neither the changes of the 
weather nor the heavy chaff of those whose merits he| 
celebrated made any impression upon him. He| 
always had a profound belief in himself, and could afford 
a pleasant answer to the few who tried at one time or| 
another to be his detractors. He was highly esteemed 
in circles beyond the aquatic, for his services were 
often employed for the refereeing of boxing matches or 
walking races or other sporting events. He was the 
undoubted champion of the boxers of the world who 
scaled something less than bantam weight. He had 
not, I believe, fought his way to this sanguinary pre- 
eminence. He had issued his defiant challenge and it 
had never been taken up, for there were at that time 
no other boxers in the world so small and light. That 


their successors. 


| 








he could really box I am sure, for I saw him once, when 


>. 

a large colleague had insulted him on the Henley tow- 
path by knocking his note-book out of his hands—I saw 
him, as I say, spring some two feet into the air and 
plant both his diminutive fists into the astonished face 
of his aggressor. He never professed to have a very 
close and skilful knowledge of the art and mystery of 
rowing, but he boasted himself with justice to possess 
a vigilance which allowed nothing to escape it 
‘* Nunquam dormio,’’ he used to say, ‘‘ was on the 
spot,’’ thus attributing to himself the time-honoured 
motto printed under the open eye which used to be the 
badge of Bell’s Life in London. He had a supple and 
effective style which enabled him to call an eight-oared 
crew an ‘‘ octette of rowers,’’ and to live on terms of 
easy familiarity with ‘‘Old Sol’’ (sometimes called 
‘Old Solus’’), with Jupiter Pluvius (affectionately 
abbreviated to ‘‘ Ju Plu’’), and with other minor deities 
of the heaven of sport. He soon won the favour of 
oarsmen, and retained it to the end by his independence, 
his cheerfulness, and his meritorious efforts after 
accuracy. The tow-path knows him no more, but there 
are many who keep him in warm and kindly remem- 
brance. 





How they play Cricket in Durham. 

“ Exxior was fairly puzzled with one of Voaier’s swerving deliveries, 
the ball striking the wicket off his pads. Fortunately the bataman 
had not struck the leather, and he therefore survived an appeal to the 
umpire.”——Sunderland Daily Echo. 

We hope the good old rule as to a batsman being out 
if he uses the wrong side of his bat is still in force in 
Durham. 
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HIGHWAYS AND BYWAYS IN 
UPSHIRE. 
CHAPTER THE LAST. 

HAvine now shown the traveller the 
principal beauties and points of in- 
| terest in this rich and storied county 
of Upshire we make our bow and 








| take our leave. It may be considered 


that every place of interest has not 
been named; but then temperament 
must be considered a little. All 
| literature is temperamental now, and 
lif nothing has been said of Pottington 
land Elgate, Alierton Towers, and the 
Kubble, we can only express our re- 
gret that such places do not happen 
to appeal to us. This is not a guide 
for the tripper, but a personal impres- 
sion of Upshire. Hence 

we are entitled to our 
omissions. 

Of Upshire customs a 
few words ought to be 
said. Thus, the Fifth of 
November is still observed 
here, and many a boy looks 
forward to the night with 
a beating heart. Squibs 
and crackers are ignited 
| freely, and guys are car- 
ried round. Again, the 
) First of May sees many 
children in procession in 
the village with garlands 
of gay flowers, among 
them often to be seen 
being theeshy bluebell and 








| so is half seas over.’’ 





mean practitioner with bat and ball. 
Never shall I forget the roar of ap- 
plause that went up from a score of 
throats at Biddledon last summer 
when the village champion at last 
reacned single figures. 

Upshire of course has its share of 
proverbs and other sayings. Thus of 
a drunken man it is said: ‘‘ So-and- 
Could anything 
be more expressive, especially inland ? 
An old woman is sometimes called a 
‘* goody,’’ children are ‘* brats.’’ The 
housewives in economic mood say 
“ Add little to little and you get 
much.’” How terse that is! Truly 
the proverb is the wisdom of many 
and the wit of one. 

Tue Enp. 





THOR TE, Che lagen Upahire| 
Aemel, shad wetere This 15 publiined 











THE REVOLUTION OF 1908. 

[According to The Daily Express there is 
danger of a Socialistic Revolution in England] 

Lonpon was in a state of turmoil. 
A wild mob had tossed a Knight 
Grand Commander of the Primrose 
League to the Trafalgar Square lions. 
I'rightened peers disguised them- 
selves as knife-grinders, theatrical 
managers, and pot-boys. Mr. Bonar 
Law had been declared an outlaw 
and a price set on his head. Hap- 
pily Mr, Austen CHAMBERLAIN, hav- 
ing divested himself of his eye-glass, 
was undiscoverable in the crowds. 
Five Army Corps were in search of 
Lord Mipteton and Mr. ARNOLD- 
Forster. Mr. Leo MaxsE was 
leading a hunted existence 
disguised as an itinerant 
lecturer of the Cobden 
Club. Sir Gipert Parker 
had cleverly contrived to 
get himself deported to the 
Continent as an objection- 
able alien. Under cover of 
the gown of a City Temple 
verger Lord Hucu Ceci. 
had eluded the Revolu- 
tionary police. Lord AvE- 
BpurY, who had _pluckily 





emerged from a safe re- 
treat to publish an article 
on *‘ Proportional Guillotin- 
ing,”’ was seized by a 
brutal crowd and cast into 
a cell in company with ten 





the little campion’s darling 
pink. 

The Upshire method of 
haying is very interesting. 
The grass is allowed to 
grow until it is considered 
by the farmer to be long 
enough to cut. It is then 
cut, usually in these de- 
generate days by machine, 
and left to dry in the sun for 
After that the 
haymakers pile it into the waggons, 
and it is earried = to 
part of the field has been decided 
upon beforehand by the farmer, 
whose word is law in Upshire, and 
made into a stack. If the hay is not 
sufficiently dry there is a chance of 
combustion, and several rick fires 
have occurred in this county from 
Lime to time. 

The chief summer game of the 
county is cricket, but in the winter 
the lads prefer football. There is no 
pleasanter sight than an Upshire vil- 
lage-green, among the mounds and 
ant-hills of which two honest teams 
are engaged in what Byron has called 
“ ericket'’s manly toil,’” his lordship, 
who often visited Upshire, having 
been, in spite of his lameness, no 





ni day or 80, 
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hives of infuriated bees. 





But the interest of the 
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Our Reliable Press. 


*** Quite correct,’ wrote Lord 
KNOLLYS on one occasion when he 
was asked whether an anecdote that 
appeared in Answers about the Kina 
was true.’’—Answers. 





The Long Arm of Coincidence. 
‘Then Princess Henry stepped 
forward, raised a bottle of Coloniai 


wine wreathed in flowers, that hung) 
at the vessel's stern, and dashed it) 


—Daily 


vigorously upon the bows. 
Mail. 





A Chip of the Old Block. 
‘“*T. Jos carried out his bat for 


28, his cricket being characterised ry|for the 12ist time. 


patience.’’—Athletic News. 








day centred round White- 
hall, for the news had been 
spread that the Ex-Premier 
was to be brought to the 
scaffold. A special article 
had appeared in The Daily 
Mirror, *‘ How to see the 
Execution.’” The Evening 
News had provided plat- 
form tickets for all adver- 
tisers in its previous day’s issue. 
Three-quarters of an hour after the 
advertised time—not even on this 
occasion could he be punctual—the 
Ex-Premier stepped on to the scaffold. 
He gazed blandly through his glasses 
at the infuriated mob, and observed 
to the executioner, “‘ We must take 
these things as they come.”’ The 
click of photographic cameras was in- 
cessant. The Ex-Pnemier sighed and 
said, ‘‘ I feel thoughts arising in my 
mind which the world would not wil- 
lingly lose. Can anyone oblige me 
with a half-sheet of note-paper? ”’ 

A great silence fell upon the crowd 
as they realised that the doomed 
man was defining his fiscal position 
The silence was 
broken by a shriek of ‘‘ Votes for 
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Monsieur - 


THE Fisi—| see nim. I see nis BUST!” 





(the celebrated sculptor, visiting England, who has just lost his fish). “Ti! ut! I wave wap ze prre—I see 








Women! Miss Pankuurst leapt 
on the scaffold and declared that 
women had as much right to be guil- 
lotined as men. She was instantly 
removed by the Revolutionary police. 
By this time the Ex-Premier had 
finished his writing. 
filled with a mighty awe. At last 
they were to know! The executioner 
took the paper and read aloud, “I 
am in favour of Protectionist Free 
Trade, or, if that phrase should not 
be sufficiently precise, of Free Trad- 
ing Protection.’” A wild howl of 
execration rose from the mob, and 
the executioner proceeded to busi- 
ness. 

In the meantime the Revolu- 
tionary Cabinet held a hastily sum- 
moned meeting. The secret of Mr. 
C. A. Pearson’s hiding place had 
been betrayed by eleven disappointed 
Limerick competitors. Citizen 
CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN asked what 
was to be done with the great aristo- 
cratic leader. 


The crowd was 





Citizen HaLpane concluded a forty 
minutes’ speech with the immortal 
sentence, “* Death sans phrase.”’ 

‘* Let his circulation be checked,’’ 
remarked Citizen Harcourt. 

‘‘ Would not perpetual imprison- 
ment suffice? ’’ asked tender-hearted 
Citizen Birrew. 

Citizen Burns struck the table 
with his fist. ‘‘ Never!’’ he cried. 
“Think of the prison reminiscences 
he would run through his papers.’’ 

The blood-stained members of the 
Revolutionary Cabinet shuddered at 
this awful prospect. When a vote 
was taken, every hand was held up 
in favour of instant execution. 

Next morning The Daily Express 
had many attractive features. It 
was a special Execution number, 
printed on crimson paper. Amongst 
its most striking articles were 


‘* What it feels like to be Executed,”’ | 


by the Proprietor of The Daily 
Ezpress. ‘‘ Why I like Execu- 
tions,’’ by Miss Zewa Dare. ‘‘ Menu 


|for a Pre-Execution Dinner,’ by the 
chef of the Savoy. ‘The Smart 
‘Set on the Seaffold,’’ by Father 
Bernarp Vauenan. *“ Does Guillo- 
tining Injure the Health?’’ by Dr. 
| Sateesy; and photos of the axe, the 
scaffold, the victim’s motor-cars, 
‘and his Shanghai offices by ‘* Illus- 
trations Limited.”’ 





“The Emperor of Russia will meet the Em- 
| peror William near Swinemiinde, at the 
mouth of the Oder, between the 3rd and 4th of 
August.”—Morning Post. 

Tus midnight meeting is quite in 
the old style. We hope they will 
‘both be cloaked and masked. 





“ Ancue.—England alone is, of course, not 
an island. Great Britain is.” 
Manchester Evening News. 
It rather looks as though ‘‘Arcug ’’ 
had lost his five shillings. He should 
have been more careful. They are 
always catching each other out in 
Manchester like that. 
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THE GREAT GOLF-BALL . 
QUESTION. 


THE BEST SIXPENNY GOLF 
BALL IN THE MARKET. 
THe Freak. 

Changes its Shape at every Hole. 
Makes Silent Men Eloquent. 
An Excellent Substitute in Hot 
Weather for Jujubes. 

The Freak. The Freak. The Freak. 
Order at once from your Grocer. 
Wholesale from the Maker, 
Hector McLurkin, Montrose. 


Ir Snetiey had been a golfer he 

would have used 
Tue Lark. 

Highest trajectory of any Golf Ball 
in the World. 

Arnaup Massy, the Open Cham- 
pion, writes: 

‘*Hail to thee, blithe 
Bird thou never wert.’’ 

The Lark sings as it flies!!! 
Price 3s. 9d. the brace. Or with 
cage complete, 6s. 8d. 

Write for information to the inventor, 
Ducatp McVirtre, Poultry, E.C. 


spirit, 


Wonderful success of 
Tue TURTLE. 

At the Open Competition at Culbin 
Sands the winner, runner-up, third 
and fifth all used 

Tue Turte. 

Atec McPuerson, the Champion 
of Alaska, writes: 

** There is more snap in the Turtle 
than in any ball I have ever used.’’ 

The Turrie keeps on turning to- 
wards the hole. 

The Turtte mocks at difficulties. 

To be had only from the Maker, 
Sanpy Rovucemont, Club Maker to 
the British Association. 





THE YELLOW PRESSER. 
The Yettow Presser always gives 
you a good lie. 

Price One Halfpenny. 
Brainy Boys and Girls use 
THe YELLOW PReEsSER. 

Sir Raven Payne -Gautuwey, the 

famous expert in Archery, writes : 
“The Yettow PRESSER carries 
further than the long bow.”’ 
Prospectus post free from the 
Crocus Press Co., 
Sapphira Chambers, Embankment, 


E.C. 
Look out for 
THE WORMWOOD SCRUBB’S 


CLOUDY BALL, 
With Cirro-Cumulus Core. 
Scruss’s Cloudy Ball is invalu- 





able in sunshine, allays all irritation, 
and is an admirable disinfectant. 
Look out for the price of Scruss’s 
Cloudy Ball. It will surprise you. 
The centre portion of the Cloudy 
Ball, being composed of wind and 
water in equal proportions, gives it 
unique flight and jumping power. 
As used by Col. Bocey. 
Makers: Torpin ano Durr, 
The Bents, Peebles. 


—_—-—- 





To Vegetarian Golfers: 

TRY THE EUSTACE. 
Made of Pure Vegetable Pulp. 
Even when badly foozled 
Tue Evstace goes for Miles. 

Mr. BLackWELL, the famous Long 
Driver, writes : 

“I find it quite impossible to put 
any beef into my stroke when I use 
the Eustace.”’ 

Price 1s. each, or with a bottle of 
ginger-beer, ls. 3d. 

Do you wish to be always dead? 

Then use the 
NIL NISI BONUM. 

ANDREW KIRKALDY writes: 

** I never saw such a ball before. 
It comes down just like a poached 


crc 
he ie 


Order at once from 
Asuton & Corrin, 
The Monument, E.C. 





Nervous and highly-strung players 
should avoid all unnecessary jars. 
THE OLD BROWN WINDSOR 

Is the softest ball in the market. 

Tne Otp Brown Wrxpsor 
Goes off the club like a pat of butter. 

Arnaup Massy, the Open Cham- 
pion, writes: 

‘‘ It is the favourite ball of my 
daughter, HoyLake Massy. She 
swallowed two yesterday.”’ 


Equal to none. Cheaper than most. 

DINNEFORD’S MAGNATE, 

A high-class’ effervescent ball 
which fizzes off the club, but is not 
recommended in damp weather. 

The same makers also supply :— 
The ‘‘ Lirrte River Pit,’ which 

floats in any fluid 14/- per doz. 
The ‘‘ Snark,’’ made of invisible 
coir hs ..- 12/-perdoz. 
The *‘ Great Avk,”’ the largest Ball 
in existence 10/- per doz. 
The ‘Guiope,’’ an extraordinarily 


round Ball. Don't miss it. 
8/- per doz. 
Of all Chemists and Licensed 


Grocers. 


SCRIBENDI CACOETHES. 


[Circulating libraries report that novels are 
considerably less read now than formerly.] 


Say, why is the novelist losing 
His hold on the popular mind ? 

Is he growing less bright and amusing, 
Less elegant, neat, and refined ? 
The modern successors of FIELDING, 

Of Ricuarpson, SMoLLETT, and | 
STERNE, 
Find fiction ‘no longer is yielding 
Return. 


Ah, dead as the laughter of Yorick 
The days when a Waverley flew 
With splendour and speed meteoric 

From China to distant Peru; 
The authors of stories and novels 
No longer in palaces flaunt, 
But make insalubrious hovels 
Their haunt. 


In vain does the novelist use all 
The recognised tricks of the trade, 
The haughty parental refusal, 
The settled resolve of the maid; 
Our feelings but feebly are harried 
When lovers asunder are drawn; 
And when they are happily married 
We yawn. 





| Bad baronets fail to appal us 

| With forgery, murder, and lies; 

\Street Arabs have ceased to enthral us 
That prove to be Dukes in disguise ; 

No more it enchains and entrances, 
That tale of the penniless girl 

Who weds, after sundry mischances, 

An Earl. 


Scarce stirred are our jaded sensa- 
tions 
When justice is done upon crime, 
Or Antipodean relations 
Turn up at a critical time; 
When wills are unearthed from the 
cellar, 
Or treasure fished out of the hull; 
All these, and the others as well, are 
Too dull. 


Now what is the probable cause of 
This fictional slump in the land? 
Does it simply depend on the laws of 
Commercial Supply and Demand? 

Is Theology growing in favour? 
Or Science, severe and exact ? 
Does the populace relish the savour 
Of fact? 


No, ‘tis not our abhorrence of fiction; 
"Tis not our devotion to truth; 
Nor yet the excessive addiction 
To sport on the part of our youth; 
The reason is not so exciting 
Why novels repose on the shelf; 
But merely that everyone ’s writing 


Himself. 
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THE FINAL TEST. 


(Extracted from future numbers of “The 
Sportsman.”) 

Tuesday, August 20.—The third and 
last test match began yesterday at 
the Oval before a large attendance. 
As our readers know, it has been 
agreed to play this match to a finish 
in the event of the usual three days 
allotted not being sufficient. It is 
as well that this is so, for very little 
play was practicable yesterday. In- 
deed, no sooner had Fry taken guard, 
and VoGLER commenced his run up 
to the wicket, when rain came down 
in torrents, and play had to be aban- 
doned for the day... . 

Thursday, August 22.—As we write 
these words the rain has ceased, and 
there is every prospect of a fine day 
to-morrow. If this is so, the attend- 
ance should prove a record one, as 
the game has been left in a very in- 
teresting position. Fry and Hay- 
WARD are in, and Fry has taken 
guard. VoGuier will be the bowler. 

Wednesday, August 28.—Rain, 
which had been continuous since 11 
o'clock last Thursday, suddenly 
stopped at 6.15 on Tuesday evening. 
The umpires immediately examined 
the pitch, and, to the intense disap- 
pointment of the few spectators pre- 
sent, declared that the wicket was too 
wet for play. 

Thursday, August 29.—The um- 
pires having inspected the wicket 
every half-hour through the night de- 
cided at 5 o'clock yesterday morning 
that no play would be possible till 
next Monday. 

Tuesday, September 17.—Thanks 
to the enterprise of The Sportsman 
the public has been kept informed of 
the progress of the third test match. 
The score yesterday stood at 3 for 1, 
Fry having been bowled by Scnwanrz 
exactly a fortnight ago. Yesterday 
afternoon play was again possible for 
a few minutes, thanks to the influ- 
ence of a drying wind. In that short 
time some exciting cricket transpired, 
HaywarpD being stumped by .Suer- 
WELL off FauLKNER, and TyYLDESLEY 
caught off a no-ball. Score 4 for 2. 

Saturday, September 28.—A dis- 
graceful incident took place yester- 
day. There had been no rain for a 
week (to account for which various 
theories have been put forward by sci- 
entists), but the umpires inspected 
the wicket at 12 o'clock, and de- 
cided that no play would be possible 
for five minutes. Although the um- 
pires are the sole judges of such 
matters, the crowd immediately 
began to dig up the pitch. He was 
removed in custody. 


Thursday, October 24. With the 
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“Goop nicnt, Mr. GaRGoYLe, 80 GOOD OF YOU TO SEE ME HOME.” 


“On, NOT AT ALL. 


I'VE ENJOYED MYSELF QUITE AS MUCH AS YOU HAVE, I assure rou!” 





idea of snatching a victory before 
Christmas, Foster has declared his 
innings closed at 15 for 3, and when 
weather permits the South Africans 
will begin their venture. 
they have joined the Amateur Foot- 
ball Association. 


Wednesday, November 20.—An ex- | 


traordinary occurrence, unique in the 
annals of cricket, transpired yester- 
day. Only one over was possible, 
and off the last ball Surrweti was 
caught. He immediately declared 
the innings closed, the score being 
Ofor1. It appears that many of the 
team have businesses or families at 
home in South Africa, and they wish 
to finish the match as soon as pos- 
sible. This is all very well, but is it 
cricket? The decision having been 
made to play the match to a finish, 


Meanwhile | 


both sides should endeavour to abide 
by that arrangement. 

Wednesday, December 25.—Pos- 
sessing the useful lead of 15, Fry and 
Haywarp started England's second 
innings to-day before a small but re- 
| presentative company (‘‘ Wanderer "’ 
of the Sportsman). A surprise, how- 
ever, was in store, for when the um- 
pire had called “‘ play’ it was seen 
that there was no South African in 
the field. It eventually transpired that 
they had left secretly for the Cape 
exactly a month ago. Accordingly 
the rule which decrees that the side 
refusing to play shall lose the match 
came into force, and England was 
declared the winner of a keenly-con- 
tested game. After this, the detrac- 
tors of the Selection Committee will 
have to hide their heads. 
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Admiring Friend (to Mounted Infantry recruit on the way to annual training). “Say, Bit, How DO You DIsMoUNT?” 
Recruit. “ Finst posiTion, PLACE THe "AND ON THE—— WELL, I covLD TELL YOU ALL THE MOVEMENTS; BUT AS A RULE I FALL orr!” 
=. 








RURAL ENGLAND. | “THE CRY OF THE RUSSIAN CHILDREN.” 


As seen From A Rarmway Carriace. |_ Dr. Kewnarp writes from Samara, July 22nd and 25th, saying that 
y ying 
ont , : , , 2,000 children were being fed daily at the “ Punch” kitchens—a solid 

[The following lines gain poignancy from the announcement that the meal in the middle of the day and a light supper in the evening. On 
consideration of the Lords’ amendments to the Advertisements Regula- | August 14th, with the coming of the harvest, most of these kitchens are 
tion Bill» which had passed its Third Reading by an overwhelming | to be closed, a few being still kept open in places where the need is 
majority and gone through the Upper House without a division, has exceptional. “The relief afforded,” he writes, “‘has been immense, 
been effectually blocked by Sir Frederick Banbury off his own unaided — = sa cause to feel the deepest gratitude to the ‘Punch 

subscribers. 

In announcing that the Fund is now closed, Mr. Punch publishes here- 
with a second, and final, List of Contributions, and begs once more to 
THE sky is blue, with clouds of fleecy white, thank his readers very heartily for their generous response to his appeal. 

And blue the distant hills ; India HC. Fo cach, OW. Halland, Boa, gee Be Kickratrick: Boye te Malden” Dvd 

A lonely road winds on till lost to sight; } @. M. Campbell, £6 108.7 Owen Seaman, Esq., 25 5s.; H: Newson, Esq.. F. 4. "Turner, Es., Lord 
é y, , Armitstead, Hon. H. J. Bruce, R. A. Charl , H. Silver, xq. P. Nettleford, Esq.. 
How fair the prospect! Ah, how—Screecnam's Pits. | Rank Note, Rev. R. Harris Capt Murray, A Well Noatched Bebe Fi. Le Woke ie Mos 

’ _ y ay Ane, Uppingham. whet £ Ewa Catanes Gotan, of eg we 4 

a . . | £4128.; Rev. C. J. Ww: ;_F. M. Foster, Esq., . McDougall, , F. Fi Esq... £3 3a 
[he summer sunshine pours its golden flood | cach; Veen, James Thornton, Bea, Anon, Bradiord, Engineer’ Mis Edmonson b. Giileepie 
On field and cottag » roof Esq., £3 each; Miss Smith, Miss Hurst, R. Faton White, Esq., Sympathy, M. E. F., R. Hartman 

I C e ’ 


=t Arthur Hughes, Esq., Rey. Mr. Sweeting, Mrs. Phillips, M.A. B., Mr. and Mrs. Pollock, 
. . 1 ’ ’ _ y A. E. Baddele: 4 2s. h; Mr. and Mrs. T. Garvie, W. F. R., Mrs 
On village spire—Ciark’s TABLOIDS FoR THE BLoop— Berkley, 

On leafy hedge—Smitnu’s Sares aRE BurGiar Proor. 


bat. Unless, therefore, the Government takes it up as a non-party Bill, 
it has lost its final chance of passing this session. ] 


R. cy, 3 ° , W. . 
Hewitt, A. R.C sf. E. Adams, Eo & R.N. K., ©, P. Nugent, Esq., ©. Forster, Es.. 
Anon., R. H., C. T. R., Alex. Todd, Esq., Ignotus, R. E. Younghusband, Esq. J F. M., Mrs. f 
. Tod, Anon. , Prestwick, £2 each ; Miss A. J. Barrett, Presbyterian Church, Belfast, £1 14s. 6 | 
each ; The Girls, Shortlands, £1 11s. 6d. ; Mies C. F. Lewis, £1 10s. ; Mrs. Sheppard, hank Offerinc 


= 


. aa . Il. R. & H. Y. R., Sympathisers in Bathwick, £1 5s. each ; Mra. E. Dallimore, £1 2s. 6d. ; Pupiis 
pee yon grey ruin ? Ah . when knights were bold, of High School, Kelso, Collection at St. Maurice's Church, York, £1 2s ouky Navy, E. H. pootall. 
7 De as Esq., J. H. Gwillim, Esq., R. T. Nichol, Esq., Miss Maud Curwen, Mrs. Eliot Howard, Mrs. ( 
In stirring times far off, 1. itinton, RM. ‘Thorneby, Beq...E-U. Graham, Bea. J. H. Buxton. Bea, H. 0."J., Mra 

. . “ er Charlesworth, John Paterson, , H. Curtois, Esq., R. ackling, Esq., J. Bagnall £: 
What gallant shows it witnessed—Don’t Look Otp— Mra. Hollow:y, A, Spottigwoode, Hoa @. Mille Es. J at Walliarum Mt PM Rev. Me 
: . 2 Ci . J. Carr, Esq. ilkinson, Esq., H. Ne , i¥. LB. J.C. G., J. Leslie, Esq., 
Of tournament and revel—Srop tHat Coves. Mise Plowman. Rev. W. H. Rose, Village Congregation, H. Rockwood, Baq., £1'ls each; Puri 
of Christ, G. Ogilvie, Esq., Riga, Mrs. K. B. Saville, N. N. Amsterdam, J. A. G. L., B. Ireland, 


Mrs. Mabel Allen, H. H. Harvey, Esq., W. Shepherd, Esq., 0. T. Sadler, Esq., Mrs. M. Stracey, 
W. H. Newnham, Esq., W. H. L. Davies, Be.. Anon, Dublin, Col. J, P. Gethin, J. Hodson, 
Esq., R. H. R., Mrs. Mortlock Brown, Mr. and Mrs. R. H. Thorold, H. Hutchinson, Esq., If 
L BoM. AH, HLA Shaw, Esq. M : 


The kine are grazing in the meadows fair, 
And birds in chorus sing, 


- ah Fe ey 4 1.5 — Fyller, =~ rs. nalis, Anon., the 
All nature seems—You want To Keep your Hair? Cape. Vener, i Brasuley, Boa. 3. H. Buckley, Bag FI ii, T Booth By “Chtleen 
Aglow with—TricHoLENE 's THE ONLY THING. Wistbumn Cage’ BLD. Mare, tere’ Alben, 3. Livingstens, BG. Pees anens Ere 
: F Grossman, The Manse, Parents of late Edith Mary Brooke, Tha Kyu, £1 each. 
I'll look no more, my heart is sore and sad | Besnittances der less thas 61 each, 650 90 6d. 
To see sweet rural scenes Amount acknowledged ya tie * + = = | = . 
, ® . une Oo, eee one eee 
Invaded by the huge and blatant Ad. ; é : —__—— 
I'll write to Punch, I ll—Try ovr Liver Beans. es ee «| 
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AGAINST TIME. 





WHAT ABOUT US?” 


HI! 


“HI! 


Little Billies (in the distance). 


ME AN’ THE OLD ’ORSE WE’RE DOIN’ 


C.-B. (bathing man). “’TAIN’T A BIT O’ USE ’OLLERIN’, 


ALL WE KNOW!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


ExtTracreD From THE Diary or Topsy, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, July 
29.—Always pleasant to have the 
SPEAKER joining in _ conversation 
at Question time. His remarks, 
though brief, are pointed, flashing 
little gleams of humour on dark 
places. Only wish he would drop in 
more frequently. This afternoon he 
made occasion for three contributions 
to disorderly debate. 

First in connection with Bre.uarrs, 
that Note of Interrogation attached 
uninvited to the Admiralty. Always 
wanting to know something incon- 
venient or undesirable. His manner 
of putting a question is the nearest 
approach known in this country to 
that of the Judge in a criminal court 
in Belgium or France. In tone and 
manner assumes that the Civil Lord 
is guilty of particular charge brought 
against him, and even more. That he 
feloniously did to death his mother- 
in-law goes without saying, There 
is another, a blood relation, whose 
disappearance from her home eight 
days ago is a mystery ‘twere well to 
have cleared up. Mr. BEeLLairs may 
return to the subject. 

Meanwhile wanted to know why in 
a certain case court-martial had 
not been held upon officer in com- 
mand of ship lost in Mediterranean? 
Up gat Dauzie. with supplementary 
question, hinting at Bettas him- 
self whilst on active service meeting 
with kindred misfortune and being 
dealt with by authorities in similar 
way. Bevuairs demanded that the 
insinuation conveyed in the question 
should be specifically stated. Ever 





Insurep Innocence. 


“Tt is regrettable the hon. gentleman cannot 
restrain his exhibitions.”—Mr. Balfour. 


(Mr. Sw-ft M-cN-I1) 








Srortine For a Fiaur. 
“This is really becoming a duel between the hon. Members.” 
(Mr. D-lz-l and Mr. C-rly-n B-Il-rs.) 


ready to oblige, Dauziex on his legs 
like a shot. 

“The insinuation I wish to make 
is this—’’ he said. The crowded 
House drew itself together in antici- 
pation of a nice little bit of scandal. 

It was here the Speaker inter- 
v0sed. 

**This,’’ he remarked, “‘ is really 
becoming a duel between the hon. 
Members.”’ 

Second interruption led up to by 
Henry Craik. In form of supple- 
mentary question, he submitted 
masterly summary of intricate point 
in Education Act of 1870. ‘* Having 
now—”’ he continued, feeling that 
he had cleared the ground and might 
erect upon it a suitable edifice. But 
the SPEAKER was straightway down 
on him. 

‘The hon. Member,’’ he said, “‘ is 
exceeding the limits of a question.”’ 

Craik in direr plight than ‘‘ Cam- 
busean bold ’’ who left his story half 
untold. Had, so to speak, only 
taken off his coat as alaiitied to 
stating his case, when he was shut 
up. 
Swirt MacNeitu the third suf- 
ferer. Vigorously thumped out brief 
essay on constitutional relations be- 
tween Lords and Commons in respect 
of money vote. Just beginning to 
enlarge on precedents when guillo- 
tine fell. Ruling passion strong in 
death. As the head fell into the 
basket it was observed to turn 
towards the Chair and say: ‘‘ Then 
may I address the question to you, 
Sir?” 

“I have no control over the 





Mr. Speaker, 


House of Lords,”’ 
the Speaker. 
over the scene. 

Business done.—Report stage of 
Evicted Tenants Bill carried. 

Tuesday.—Having adjourned at a 
quarter-past seven this morning, 
House resumed business at a quarter 
to three this afternoon with the pros- 
pect of sitting far into the night. It 
was the lawyers who kept the ball a- 
rolling through the all-night sitting. 
Wonderful to what length exception- 
ally respectable people will go when 
once they stray. 

Business allotted for last night was 
Committee stage of Court of Criminal 
Appeal Bill. Arrangements specially 
made to bring it on at hour when 
what Dizzy used to call the gentle- 
men of the long robe were at liberty. 
Just before midnight it was reached. 
No political issue at stake. A plain 
business question ; had it been argued 
in chambers or at Nisi Prius, under 
arrangement of no refreshers, would 
have been disposed of in a couple of 
hours. As it was, learned gentlemen 
resolved to make a night of it. Not 
unusual for Irish Members to have 
all-night sittings. Labour Members 
have also indulged in luxury. Why 
should one of the most ancient and 
learned professions lag behind? So 
they fell to and gravely discussed 
such conundrums as Whether a man, 
acquitted on the major charge of 
murder and convicted on the minor 
charge of manslaughter, might, on 
appeal, be convicted of the major 
offence ? 

Perhaps if Marx Locxwoop, K.C., 


grimly answered 
Silence and night fell 
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had stayed away the performance 
would have closed earlier. It was 
from first to last dreary in the ex- 
treme. Hon. and learned Members, 
yawning through their third or fourth 
address to the jury, automatically ad- 
justed imperceptible wigs, fretfully 
pulled over right or left shoulder in- 
visible gowns. One actually went to 
sleep whilst on his legs, hurriedly ex- 
plaining on being wakened that he 
“was thinking.’’ Committee saw 
through the ruse, and learned friends 
on the other side envied him the re- 
freshment. 

Mark Locxkwoop, who had been 
dining at a vegetarian establishment 
near Leicester Square, brought down 
with him his portion of dessert in 
shape of pink carnation planted out 
in button-hole. Seated on Front Op- 
position Bench, with hat at perilous 
angle on the back of his head, he suf- 
fused an atrnosphere of succulent 
carrot soup, generous cabbage, and a 
compound of nuts, orange-peel, and 
the white of egg, cunningly made up 
in semblance of a boiled ham, the 
choice repast washed down with bum- 
pers of ginger-beer. Whenever de- 
bate, drooping the eighth of an inch, 
was about to die of inanition, he got 
up and moved the adjournment. 

There followed a division, with de- 
signed effect of waking up the Court 
and bringing the Bar back ready for 
another lap of a loveless hour. Sur- 
veying the scene from corner of other- 
wise deserted Opposition Bench, 
Lockwoop, K.C., at psychological 
moment again moved adjournment. 
And so the summer dawn, rising at 
its usual hour, looked down on jaded 
assembly with not a marked brief 
among them. Nevertheless, even in 
the last division, taken soon after 
seven o'clock boomed from Big Ben, 
there was a muster of 128. 

Business done.—At this evening’s 
sitting, Budget Bill read a third time. 
£50,000 voted to Lord Cromer. 

Friday.—The Member For Sark, 
fresh from circumnavigating Ireland 
on the biggest steamer afloat, brings 
into Smoking-room interesting sug- 
gestion. Joun Brown's body, as lyric 
history relates, is a-mouldering in the 
ground. On the other hand Jonn 
Brown anv Co. have just completed 
the building and launching of the 
great Cunarder, Lusitania. With the 
object of illustrating the proportions 
of the mammoth liner, they have 
given their artist a free hand. He has 
drawn to scale the ship in contact 
with various well-known buildings. 
For example, its outline is sketched 
behind a model of the Capitol at 
Washington, whose full length it far 
exceeds. Another picture shows it 








Cartam Naswettt or “THis Masesty's Foor.” 
It comes out that the Lord Mayor of Dublin 
receives pay yearly as a Captain in His 
Majesty's Army. 
dwarfing the Great Pyramid. A 
third contrasts it with the combined 
buildings of St. Peter’s and the 
Vatican at Rome, of which it makes 
naught. 

Where the interest of Sark’s idea 
comes in is the proposal to moor the 
Lusitania off the Terrace of the 
House. He has the picture show- 
ing how the thing would work. For- 
tunately the length of the Terrace 
just fits the keel of the steamer. Its 
height is so great that the promenade 
deck obscures view from the river of 
anything save the turrets and towers 
of Westminster Palace. 

But we can’t have everything. Yet 
the idea would be as popular as it is 
novel. There is, when we come to 
think about it, a certain flatness in 
the plan of the Terrace that becomes 
boring at the end of a long Session. 
The tiers of the Lusitania’s decks, 
rising from the water level to the 
promenade, opening on _ spacious 
dining - rooms, lounges, smoking- 
rooms, libraries, each served by an 
electric lift, would remove that re- 
proach. 

It is, of course, too late to carry 
out the proposal in what is left of 
the Session. Next year we shall look 
out for realisation of a scheme that 
will add a new joy to life at West- 
minster. 

Business done.—Evicted Tenants 
Bill read a third time. 





Garden Notes. 


“The herbaceous four-footed reptile Cetio- 
saurus Leedsi was about sixty feet long.” 
Tribune. 
Just the little chap for the south- 
west border. 





CORRESPONDENCE. 
(With acknowledgments to “ The Sportsman.”) 


Dear Mr. Puxcn,—I am one of a 
family of eleven sons, which is a most 
convenient number, as we just com- 
prise a cricket team. In the first in- 
nings we go in to bat in the order in 
which we were born; but in the 
second innings the order is reversed. 
I, however, am No. 6, so that I 
always go in in the same place, al- 
though now and again, while 4 and 5 
(who are twins) are disputing as to 
which of them has the two-minute 
seniority, I slip in as early as second 
wicket. I give you this little piece of 
autobiography, not because it bears 
at all on the subject of which I wish 
to treat, but as some evidence of my 
interest in the grand old game and of 
my qualifications for writing upon it. 
Now, as to the burning question of 
the hour, ‘‘ Are Cricket Crowds as 
Black as they are Painted?’’ Per- 
sonally I think that the propounders 
of this problem are themselves beg- 
ging the question. What I would ask 
is, Are cricket crowds painted? Set- 
ting aside those who attend the 
Society matches at Lord’s—is the 
normal cricket crowd painted? Cer- 
tainly none has been with which I 
have come into contact. Therefore 
the question of their blackness (which 
would, if existent, possibly affect the 
batsman’s and the fieldsman’s line of 
vision) need not, for the present, be 
discussed. 

But, apart from the recent demon- 
stration at Lord’s—and may I say, in 
passing, that surely 600 people, each 
paying sixpence, have a right to at 
east one heel-mark on the pitch be- 
tween them ?—is there not a distinct 
trend in the direction of better things 
noticeable in the spectators of to-day ? 
Only a little while ago The Sportsman 
spoke of ‘‘a large anti-luncheon 
crowd’ at Bristol. This striving 
after the simpler life is borne out by 
the still more recent testimony of 
The Tribune, which states that at 
Maidstone ‘‘ the crowd’s figure-cul- 
ture was shown by the way it ap- 
plauded Seymour, when he completed 
his thousand aggregate for the 
season.”’ 

I.enclose my card, but sign myself, 

Unvs ex UNpDEcIM. 

You would be glad, I am sure, to 
have the family’s selection for the 
Final Test team, but modesty forbids. 





“ The seriousness of the bowls given to Jon 
Gcuxy can be gathered from the fact that he 
batted a hundred minutes, and left the bowlers 
only one end to work at.” —Sunday Chronicle. 

Ir this is the last line of a Lime- 
rick, it is a very bad one. 
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MISS JEMIMA ANN BLOBS ON HER 
FAVOURITE HACK ,- TMUNG HER 
ANNUAL PENNY WORTH ON HAMPSTEAD 
HEATH, 


ENRY AWKINS E™ Tooling 
A PARTY OF FRIEROS 
UOWN To EPSOM IN ttIS 


WELL ANOWN INTERWATIO 
SHOw TURN-OVUT, 












me Ams masren SiYues A— 
LEAVING BLACKFRIARS 
SRIOGE On Tre STEAM 

TACHT “DS JounNSON, 

RINDLY LENT BY TRE 

u.c.c, (5* ae tre wav) 
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en 
NoTING THE PRESENT FASHION, IN VoGUE aMonG Society anp Stace CELEBRITIES, OF BEING PHOTOGRAPHED ON THEIR MOTOR CARS, 


FAVOURITE HORSES, ETC., Mr. PuncH BEGS TO SUBMIT TIE ABOVE SUGGESTIONS FOR THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE IDEA, 80 AS TO EMBLACE A 
LARGER PUBLIC. 





BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
Revrewina THE Season. 


Dearest Dapane,—Looking back 
on the departed season, I really think 
I've some excuse for putting on 
frills. Myself, my parties, my 
Causes, fads, frocks, and everything 
that is mine, have been more 
photo’d, paragraphed, and preached 
about than anyone or anyone’s. 
And of all my triumphs, my 
dear, I think I’m proudest of having 
had King Batrieasn to dinner. Ours 
was absolutely the only private house 
he dined at; and I do think it’s by 
way of being a tour-de-force to have 








everything exactly as he’s accus- 
tomed to have it, for a King who has 
his dinner laid on the floor and eats 
it with a long stick; also to provide 
just the music he likes, by setting a 
number of the servants to beat big 
tin basins and blow whistles. Before 
he left, his interpreter told us that 
his Majesty had never enjoyed him- 
self so much since he was civilized ; 
and when he suggested in dumb show 
that I should go back with him to 
Battibashikana it was only his South 
Pacific way of thanking us and say- 
ing Good-bye.. So absurd of Josian 
to say he felt like kicking him out of 
the window! There ’s been a good 
deal of talk too about my Go-as-you- 


please dinners—no precedence or 
taking in, you know, but, as soon as 
dinner’s announced, a race for the 
dining-room and a scramble for seats 
—later on, a grape-throwing sweep- 
stake, in which whoever gets home 
oftenest (that is, throws a grape right 
into someone else’s mouth) takes the 
pool, 

I was nearly made a widow by 
this little sport. Just as Josian was 
laughing at one of his own jokes, 
Wee-Wee threw a grape such a long 
way down his throat that he had a 
narrow squeak for it. 

Hitpecarpe has made quite a 
little success as a débutante. I've 
‘been a model elder sister, and have 
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seen to her frocks, which are just as 


chic and fussy as if she ‘d been out) 
Now that young girls 


for years. 
have learned to run without blinkers, 
it’s high time the bread-and-butter 
note was eliminated from their dress; 


indeed, OLGa Frron tells me the little, | 


simple, white - chiffon - with - white - 
ribbons, I 'll-blush-if-you-speak-to-me 
evening frock is only in demand now 
among dowagers. ‘Talking of dowa- 
what do you think of Popsy, 
Lady Ramsoate’s last prank? She 
was moting through some outlandish 
place, and has positively had the 
luck to be captured by 
that darling RInaLpo, the 


vers 


a 
famous brigand. He de- 7 
mands an immense ran- 

som for her; but Lord 


RAMSGATE says his mother 
got captured on purpose 
and he won't pay anything. 
We're hit already over 
this horrid Compensation 
[-§ affair. My 
new maid, Yvonne, helped 
herself to one of my even- 
ing frocks whilst I was out, 
and went to a five-shilling 
ball in it. She caught a 
frightful cold. When she 
gets we ll she Says she will 
sue me for heavy damages, 
as my pink tulle-de-soie 
was thinner than any of her 
own evening dresses. 


You ask what expression 


ot-Servants 


of face has been most 
popular this season? I 
should say, a_ slightly 


puzzled look, with the lips 
parted in a_ half-smile. 
The baby-stare is quite out, 
and wide smiles are dis- 
tinctly démodés. A small, 
tired smile is always correct 
wanes. Of 
course, I spr ik of those 
who dare to have any ex- 
pression at all. 


as the season 


There are 


lots of women (not s0 

young as they would like 

to be) who simply banish 

joy and sorrow for fear of what a 
poet would call ‘‘ Lines on a fair 
face.’” It's no-use bestowing any 
of one’s little funniments on these 
people. They preserve a_ stony 


aspect, and murmur, scarcely moving 
their lips, ‘“‘My dear, I wish you 
wouldn't tell me things like that. My 
beauty-doctor absolutely forbids me 
to smile. It wears the face most 
frightfully.”’ 

I hear there ’s 
a burst up at the 
I've thought things were looking 
fishy there for some time. Though 
Furry 's been distinctly catty to me 


been a bit of 
THISTLEDOWNS’. 


4 » = 


once or twice, I’m sorry for her. But 
if people will exceed the speed limit 
they must expect a smash. Last 
time I saw her was at a squash at 
Clackmannan House. She called 
across the room to me to meet her at 
tUMPELMAYER’S for tea the next after- 
noon; but she forgot to remember, 
and never turned up. 

This season has been a dismal 
failure for Aunt Gotpre. The Slow 
Set looks shy at her since she mar- 
ried Norty, and she can’t play up to 
the lively ones, so there she is! Her 
parties have been easily dullest, and 


a 





“ THE SOLID EARTH WHEREON WE TREAD 
IN TRACTS OF FLUENT HEAT BEGAN, 
AND GREW TO SEEMING-RANDOM FORMS, 
THE SEFMING PREY OF CYCLIC STORMS, 
TILL AT THE LAST AROSE THE MAN.” 
‘TENNYSON 


both] Norty’s set never goes near them. 


She ’s shut up her town house now 
and gone down into Devonshire. 1 
hear she’s taking organ lessons at a 
village church, which, you may be- 
lieve me, my dear, is a very serious 
sign with any one. My observation 
of life has shown me that when you 
hear of any one taking organ lessons 
you may consider it either a symp- 
tom that something is quite wrong 
with the works, or else a tacit admis- 
sion of total failure socially. 1 spoke 
at a Socialist meeting the other day. 
It was at a ghastly place somewhere 
at the East End, and I took care to 


provide myself with one of the disin- | 


|with Causes. 


In Memoriam, CXVII1, 


| fectant fans supplied by FaLLALerie 

of Bond Street, for the use of people 
My toilette was very 
carefully thought out—ash-grey chif- 
fon (the new shade called ‘* It might 
have been’’) over grey glacé, grey 
chip picture hat with long ostrich 
plumes to match, shoes and gloves 
en suite. The whole’ meant, 
“‘Though far removed from you, I 
plead your Clause.’’ The proper 
touches of Socialist colour were given 
by a cluster of red roses in the cor- 
sage and a collar of cabochon rubies. 
Ovta TeLsows, the Red Hungarian 
— - Prince, gave one of his-fiery 
addresses in his queer Eng- 
lish, and then I said a few 
words. I told them to in- 
sist on having their rights, 
to insist on having better 
| houses and better food, to 


demand better clothes. 
“Right oh, Lidy!’’ yelled 
out a fearful girl in an 


apron. ‘* And over that 
‘at and feathers then, will 
yer? I eould do with it 
fine.”’ And there was a 
roar of laughter. 

I'll never address the 
creatures again. Outa TEL- 
Bows, seen by good day- 
light, has knock-knees, I 
find, and his eyes aren’t so 
|handsome as I thought 
they were. Almost I think 
I’ve done with Socialism, 
| and shall drop The People 
as a Cause. 

Thine own, 
BLANCHE. 


MUSICAL NOTES. 


Wirn the end of the 
opera and concert season 
singers and players are 
scattering to the four winds 
of heaven, some on plea- 
sure bent, others in the ful- 
filment of their profes- 
——— sional engagements. In 
ithis context we are glad to note that 
the annual Boilermakers’ Profes- 
sional Sports were held at Barry on 
the 20th ult. with great success, the 
lentries, which numbered about 250, 
including several from Musselburgh. 

Advices from the Solomon Islands 
‘report a curious incident during the 
visit of Madame CLARIREL KENWIG 
and Mr. Bertie Joy, who are making 
a farewell tour in the South Pacific 
|previous to their usual autumn ap- 
|pearances at the principal provincial 
festivals. The inhabitants of the 
Solomon Islands were wrought up to 
such a pitch of enthusiasm by 
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Madame Kenwic's superb declama- 
tion of Home, Sweet Home that they 
very nearly made a holocaust of Mr. 
Bertie Joy as a compliment to his 
talented spouse. The safe arrival 
of the gifted artists at Honolulu, 
where a special Jamboree was or- 
ganised in their honour, has since 
Leen reported. 





The prospectus of Messrs. Pink 
4np SasBie, the famous concert 
agents, contains several announce- 
ments of more than usual interest. 
We may specially note the concert to 
be given in the Albert Hall in Octo- 
ber, at which the artists will, without 
exception, consist of the parents of 
well-recognised prodigies. What lends 
its unique attractiveness to the pro- 
gramme is the fact that several of the 
performers have no musical ear what- 
ever, and Herr Sicismunp Burset- 
HEIMER, father of the illustrious ’cel- 
list, has for the last three years been 
completely deaf and dumb. In these 
circumstances, all must admit that 
Messrs. Pink ann SaBie deserve the 
greatest credit for their originality 
and enterprise in catering for the re- 
quirements of the enlightened public. 

The abolition of the House of 
Lords will, it is predicted by a well- 


known expert, lead to a considerable |. 


influx of titled amateurs into the 
ranks of the profession. Lord Tan- 
KERVILLE has long been distinguished 
as a singer throughout both hemi- 
spheres, but it is not generally known 
what an exquisite touch on the 
pianola Lord Crewe has, or what 
seraphic tones the Duke of ArGyLL 
can elicit from the small-pipes. The 
Duke of Firr, curiously enough, is 
not addicted to the piccolo, but is a 
fine performer on the gong. 





TO PROTECT EMPLOYERS. 


‘“‘ Waar is really wanted,’’ said the 
man who knows everything, “‘is a 
society to insure employers against 
servants.”’ 

‘“* Breakages, you mean? ”’ 

‘“No, not breakages. Servants 
themselves. A society to undertake 
for a small sum of money to rid one of 
the servants that one does not like, 
but has not the courage to dismiss.’”’ 

‘* You mean to give notice, and so 
forth? ’’ 

** Yes, and not only to give notice, 
but to make them leave at once, and, 
if possible, supply their place with 
nice ones. That is what is wanted. 
Everything is done for servants now- 
adays, but something ought to be 
done for employers. I believe there 
is a fortune awaiting some strong- 
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Benevolent Old Gent. “Don't You FIND A SAILUR'S LIFE A VERY DANGEROUS ONE?” 
Old Salt. “On rvs, Sin; BUT FORTUNATELY IT AIN'T OFTEN WE GITS INTO PORT.” 








minded woman who would make it 
her business to give the servants 
notice in timid families.”’ 

** But do you think then that many 
persons are afraid of their servants? ”’ 

“Many? All.” 

** Nonsense! ”’ 

**T assure you it is so. Society 1s 
held together by fear, and fear begins 
at home. We are all afraid of some- 
one, and everyone is afraid of ser- 
vants."’ 

“Then everyone would need to 
join the society? ”’ 

** No, it would cater for the really 
bad cases. I was staying in a house 
in June this year. You remember 
how cold it was. We were all shiver- 
ing, the hostess too. She even re- 
marked on it, and said something 
about the folly of leaving off fires by 
the almanac. And did she have any 
fires lit? Not one. She did not dare 
ask.”’ 

** But that ’s ridiculous.’’ 

** Maybe; but what ’s the matter 
with that? We are all ridiculous. 
Most things we do are ridiculous, or 
how should we get through the day? 
There was a parlour-maid there with 
thin lips and a cold eye, who ruled the 
house.’’ 

“ Your friend must have been very 
weak.”’ 

** No; merely normal. Here ’s an- 
other example. I have an aunt—a 
widow—with a great garden, and 
when I was there in the spring I saw 
rows and rows of the most beautiful 
asparagus. Meal after meal came in, 
but no asparagus. Yet it was cut all 


right, because I made it my business 
to observe.”’ 

** Who had it then? The kitchen? ”’ 

“There was too much for any kit- 
chen to consume. No, it went to 
a dealer, I am convinced. Not with 
my aunt’s knowledge. She used to 
remark plaintively now and then 
that it was too bad of Jonny not to 
send in some asparagus ; but that was 
all. But do you suppose that even if 
the gardener were found out he would 
be dismissed? Never.’’ 

** But that ’s preposterous! ’’ 

** Of course it is—and true. Well, 
these are the people who would wel- 
‘come a Society for the Protection of 
Employers. You would pay so much 
a year, and any act requiring any de- 
cision of character on your part would 
be performed by the society's officials. 
They would quickly discover where 
the asparagus went, and act accord- 
ingly. 1 would certainly join it.”’ 

** Why, are you afraid of your ser- 
vants?"’ 

“No; but my wife is.”’ 

** But couldn't you, if you are not 
afraid, do the society's work for your 
wife, and sc save the premium ? "’ 

‘Certainly not. I think these 
things are always better carried out 
by third persons. And I make a point 
of never interfering in household 
matters. Except perhaps to point 
out what is wrong.”’ 





The Female Samson. 
Mile. Selma Kurz brought down 
the house with her wonderful shake. ‘’ 
—Daily Mail. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punth’# Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Wuy will people write such dismal books as The Story 
of Anna Beames (Hetyemann)? There isn’t a smile in 
it from beginning to end, unless Mr. C. A. Dawson 
Scorr meant to tickle us when he gave to the ** some- 
what damp and gloomy’ house in which poor Anna 
lived the name of Whetstone Rectory. Perhaps, if she 
had only gone on living there, quietly rearing poultry, 
all might have been well. She might even have written 
letters on the Great Egg Question to The Daily Mail. 
Instead, she chose to compromise herself with pileusible 
ulventurer several rungs below her on the social ladder. 
Whereupon the ninety-and-nine just persons represented 
by her three brothers began with one accord to throw 
stones at her in spite of their own highly-coloured pasts. 
And the rest is tragedy and the tomb. 

Still, let us be thankful for small mercies.. Mr. Scott 
‘pares us the horrors of comic relief. His pathetic little 
tragedy, even if it be commonplace, is still tragedy, and 
his tragedians walk their 





Life’’) we must, in defence of Fleet Street tradi- 
tions, get these little sternutatory inexactitudes put 
right. 





The thing that strikes me as most mysterious about 
The Great Skene Mystery (Mutnven) is not the secret 
of the hero’s birth (though that is obscure enough in all 
conscience), but that Mr. Bernarp Capes should be con- 
tent to. record such a succession of coincidences as that 
by which the mystery is probed. That so much good 
writing, so nimble a fancy, so fine an eye for character, 
should be stultified by combination with such inept con- 
struction is a mystery which, in my judgment, is capable 
of only one solution. I offer it with diffidence. It igs 
that Mr. Capes is writing with his tongue in his cheek 
—that he is laughing at his public. And is that rather 
foolish introduction of Sherlock Holmes as an unsuccess- 
ful investigator of the case a hint to that end? If so, 
the joke needs to be made a little more cbvious. If 
rot, and if he is not laughing at us, then I fear that | 
a very small turn of the wheel will find us laughing 
at him. 











stage as to the manner 


Diligent readers of Mr. 
Freon Wuoisnaw’'s latest 
presentment of Russian 
life, The Secret Syndi- 
cate (Jonn Lona), will 
observe that halfway 
through a fairly sensa- 
tional story the hero 


conclusion 

that for him, at any 
rate, Russia was becom- 
Ing daily more impossible 


as a pl ice of residence; - 


comes to the 





see “eae 





The Baroness Orczy 
has put together a very 
readable story of Court | 


| intrigues in her book, The 
Tangled Skein (GrReEEN- 
ING). The Court is that 
of Queen Mary, at Hamp- 
ton, and the skein the 
machinations of the King 
of Sparn’s envoys to bring 
about a royal marriage. 
The tangles are due to the | 
fact that Mary is in love! 
with the Duke of Wessez, | 
whereas the Duke is in 
love with one of Mary's | 








and by the time the finale 

is reached—over a period 
including the Japanese — : 
War and ‘* Vladimir's Day,’’ or, ‘‘ Red Sunday :’—we 
should imagine that the other characters in the book 
and the rest of the Tsar’s subjects must have cordially 
echoed Sergius Goncharof’s opinion. 

The old practice of the exchange of names, for a con- 
sideration, between hard-labour convicts and _ forced 
colonists in Siberia may have suggested to the author 
his ingenious conception of a mysterious organisation 
under the official wgis whereby rich exiles could pur- 
chase their freedom by the arrest of involuntary sub- 
stitutes 3e that as it may, he has surrounded every 
personage in his book with an atmosphere of intrigue | 
and police tyranny which should effectually deter any 
intending tourist from visiting the land of bombs and 
forged passports this summer. 

None the less, the author, who knows his Russia 
well, has contrived to introduce two typical Slav 
with a happier ending to them and their 
swains than their respective dossiers in St. Petersburg 
would possibly permit. 

We note a slip on page 69, where, in a dialogue 
between Sergius and Apollon (the subsidiary hero), 
the latter “‘ replies bracingly*? in a speech which, 
from internal evidence, belongs to the former; also the 
proof-reader’s grammar is somewhat shaky or he 
would not have repeatedly allowed ‘*‘ Novui Djeezn’ 
to represent the feminine Novaya Zhizn. As it is 
the title of an imaginary newspaper (meaning ‘* New 





heroines, 


I 


Tue PERSISTEST OreN-AtR PLAYERS WHO WOULD NOT BE DETERRED 
BY THE WEATUER, 





maids, the Lady Ursula | 
| Glynde. Personally I 
—————— don’t blame the Duke, for | 
the Queen is not over attractive, and Lady Ursula is the | 
charmingest of sweethearts. The Cardinal de Morena is 
the chief of the tanglers, but he is clever enough to keep | 
a firm hold of his end of the thread. His high-speed | 
calculations and deductions are simply terrific. Indeed, | 
at certain points in the story he seems to know so} 
exactly how things are going to turn out that one 
almost suspects him of collusion with the author. But 
that is obviously impossible, for in the end he takes a 
bad toss, while all the really nice people—there are quite | 
a number of them—are suitably exalted. 








“ H1.M.S. Sapphire. 
“Dear Sirs,—Just a line or two in praise of your Nerviettes. I 
am serving in the Navy in the capacity of captain of the head, and as | 
you know our working is trying, especially when I am working in the | 
magazines and double bottoms at a temperature of about 120 degrees | 
among 12-inch shells and other explosives. 1 used to feel awfully 
fatigued, but since taking your Nervlettes, I can now do my work 
with a light heart, and think nothing of carrying a couple of shells. 
“ Yours faithfully, J. Srrop Macuix, O.D.”  — Daily Mail. 
We understand that there are no 12-inch guns on the 
Sapphire, so the effect of the Nervlettes is not quite so | 
drastic as would appear. Otherwise the local colour is | 
excellent. 





his letter: ‘‘ I enclose my card, leaving to you to usé it, | 
or my descriptive title. —Yours truly, Briccs.’” Which 


| 
A CORRESPONDENT to The Daily Telegraph sill 
was used ? | 














